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WHAT TODDY HEARD

By Minna Thomas Antrim

1 Have Had Seversl
Antachs of Pup-Love;
But | Loved Nellie

HY [ was called by such a nonsensical name
w I never knew until my master took me out
to* The Willows, " Miss Kathryne's country

home, one dav last summer.

“The darling!  What 15 his name?®”™ she asked,
smoothing my ooat amd patting me on the bead with
her soft hand,

“Towldy,” Lunrhed Mro Ned,

“Towddy! Tonliv! How perfectly mdicenlons! Has
he a fondnes tor stim—stiim—" Strunve that |
forget that wond; my memory must be faling me

“No, he's a solwer old fellow., When he was a
pup he staggered so absundly that the Commuodore
chnctenal him Toddy,” and ke a burre the nome
hus stk ever since. Hasnt it, ol chap®™  He
snappeed his fingers to attract my notice

Tust to show that [ had dog-sense. which | oomn-
aidor far greater than horsessense, | staggered like a
drumken mun across the wide porch. They all

hed hike mad.  Between ourseves—\r. Nl
iwrht mie this trick long ago.

When he snans his ingers three times it's up to
e lav *" Tomkiv™
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Iiwking at me with such
in his big brown

eves that although 1 felt .‘l,'..'r..nl_\‘

the pover of the woman who comes between, I gave
a vawp of jov, which, though badly done, satistied
my voung master, who was thinking of —her,
not me.

As e slept the nest morning, [ wiatched him from
my boed—aleovs moved up olose 10 his. | have
sevn many hondsoame men, but none so all-round
splondid as Mr. Nolo His pedisree shows in every
hne of s dean-ont face, and lus figure is great.
Aithoarh he has one of the tinest, Mr. Nad doesn't
vare much for pelizrees. Onee | heard him say to
Dr. ik, s chum (after mel:  *Pedigree Le
hanged | it is rd Blood, ot Blue, that has made the
Amencan man”  Dr. Dick dotes on pedigree. 1
agree vwith him, for blue hloosd —well, Blue nbbon
vou will notice [ have won; but that of course all
has bewn printed long ago.

As 1 wutched Mr. Ned sleep that morning, a
sharp knowk came, then in walked Dr. Dick.

I nover liked the doctor, although Mr. Ned didl.
I never trieaed hime Mr. Nl as usual, scolded me
for myv joalousy, He was wrong, The objection
was my oun | never permitted Dr. Dick to touch
me, for 1 vell remembered the time he had kicked
me thiree times on my side, so that for a weck 1 could
not sleep for the pain. | happenad to get in his
way as he was stepping into an autemebile. T tried
to ot awav: but he—oh, welll Mr. Nedd did net
sce this cowandly act, I wish he had; but 1 have
not forgatten 1t and never will

This morning | hated him especially. While v

aster put on hi< hight <ummer sait—the one ho

aked i 1 thought he “*wonld do™ in—
they talked about Miss K.l?hf_\"ﬂ(' Curtis,

“She's not for vou, Neddy, mv Lov”™ Dr. Dick
satdl,  There something ueer in his voaoc,
Mr. Noedd turnesd quickly,

“Only she can settie that to my satisfaction.”™
he thched, drawing in his lip in a way that | knew
meant **Watch out!™

1 don’t know abont that,” answerad the doctor;
“the ol man, her father, looks with a forfadding eve
upon fellows whoe lack the coin. You're poor, yvon

ww, Sir Ned, although wtmeommeniy handsome ™
There was a Tuwdly hidden jile 1n his tone that
nettled even me.

“Well drop the suliject.™

w.is

Mr. Ned spoke quiet Ty

“You Nnow She Loves You Dearly. Happy Toddy,” He Said

but he looked furious.  Drop it they didd. Then we
all went out.  We left the man at the comer.  After
that morning Dr. Dick stopped coming to our apart-
ment. 1 was happy.

“You were nght, old fellow—he's vellow, ™
Mr. Ned oontided to me about a month later. He
was tearing Dr. Iick’s photograph into little pleves.

I looked sharply into my master’s white face, he
down imto mine. For fully twenty scvonds we sat
staring at cach other.

“Well, you want to know all alwut things, and
vou shall,” he said, ““for you know her: she loves
youdearly, happy Toddy!  Would I was as certain®™

He meant Miss Kathryne. Hewasrnight. | knew
her, and 1 knew what he did not. that she loved him
also, my dear young master!  Did she not whisper
it to me?  OFf course she did!  Alas! she put me on
my honor rot to . Noblesse oblige —gentlemen
never betray the contidence of a woman.

I am true to my class.  So [ merddy pounded the
floor six times with my emotional indicator (tail,
in common English).

Mr. Ned smiledl.  *You love her also.” he said,
stroking my back gently.  “I'm net jealous of vou,
Ty, 1 suspect Iir. Dhck has mude some sort of
troulle.  She has not answered my letters.  Some-
thing is wrong "™

There nas a little tremor in his voice that deeply
pained me. For o moment 1 wis stumped. What
o ddo to comfort him 1 could not think, so [ simply
put my right paw into his hand. It was all 1 could
do. He understomsl,

“You mean we have each other; that —""

Suddenly his vorce broke odidly; then taking me
up beside him on our wide Jeather couch, he kad
his head upon my sude, and was unusually still

In & fow moments, however, Mr. Ned jumped up
and pushed me away, almost roughly.

“We'll see if we, you and I, Tod, cannot trivmph
over our enemivs.  Now, be still; 1T must write a
letter,” he saad,. Thonght s not noisy, so while Mr.
Ned wrote sheet after sheet | thought.

It sevtnnsd selfish that my master’s trouble should
not have oconpied all my thoughts; but I am truth-

ful, and must say that my mind
also went back to the time when
1 too was young, and hal to facea
lonedy future.  Dogs” love is stromge
I, We fritter away no time in
silly pretense. OF course, we have
our passing fancies—all of wse If
“men will be men,” =o also dogs
will be dogs: but when we love,
we love fathfully and well—his-
tory proves this.

She—my love was named Nellie
—she was borm at the Chestnut
Hill Kennels, and if ever a dog
was a Luly, that dog was Nellie.
Her coat was black <atin, and
around her neck, which was as
slender and lovely in its way as
Miss Kathryne's own, was a collar
of white, as soft to the touch as
velver

1 have had several attacks of
pup-love, baut 1 loved Nellie
After meeting her twice. | knew
that. She had adorers galore, but
to none of us gave she one particle
of encouragement.  In spite of her
tinyv stature, Nellie had a manner
that would not have shamed a

Miss Kathryne. |1 called upon her




